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TO THE RIGHT HO- 


nourable the Ladie e Mary, 
Counteſſe of Pembroke. 


x) JÞ4, ſired to keep in the priuate paſſions 
f þ ; \ ” my youth 5 Gow ” —— y 
IDY things vtterd to my ſelfe , and conſe- 
crated to ſilence: yet ſeeing I'was betraide by the 
indiſcretion of a greedie Printer ,and bad ſome of 
my ſecrets bewraide to the world , wncorrefted: 
doubting the like of the reſt,I am forced to publisb 
that which I neuer ment. But this wrong was not 
onely doone to mee, but to bum whoſe ynmatchable 
lines baue indured the like misfortune ; Ignorance 
ſparing not to commit ſacriledge pon ſo boly Re- 
liques.Yet Aſtrophel, flying with the wings of bis 
own fame,a bigher pitch then the groſſ-ſighted can 
diſcerne, Lbregifired bis Pg 5 the A- 
At nals 


TI” ——— — — _— 


+, *TheEpiltle' 
nals of eternitic , and cannot be diſgraced, bowſc- 
ener diſguiſed. And for my ſelfe,ſeeing I am thruſt 
out into the worlde,and that my ynbcldned Muſe, 
is forced to appeare ſo rawely in publique ; I deſire 
onely to bee graced by the countenance of your 
protethion: whome the fortune. of our time hatb 
made the happy and 1ndicrall Patroneſſe cf the 
Muſes , ( aglory bereditary to your bouſe ) to pre- 
ſeruc them from thoſe bidions Beaſtes , Oblimon, 
and Barbariſme, VP bexebyyou doe not onelypof- 
ſeſſe the bonour of the preſent, but alſo do bindpo- 
ſterity to an ever gratefull memorie of your ver- 
tues wherein youmuſt ſurume your ſelfe. And if 
my lines beereafter better labonred,sball purchaſe 
grace in the world , they muſt remaine the monu- 
ments of your bonourable fauour, and recorde the 
zealous duetie ef mee, who am yowed to your bo- 
nour in all obſeruancyfor ener, 
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TO! | DELTA. 
| Sonnet 1; $119) 
Vnto the boundles Ocean of thy beautic, 


fol.1; 


Runnes this poore Ryuer, charg'd,with ſtreames of zeale: + | 


Returning thee the tribute of my duetie, 

Which heere my loug, my youth, my plants reueale. 
HeereI ynclaſpe the booke of my charg'd foule, 

Where I haue caſt th'accounts of all my.care: 

Heere haue Lſumm'd my fighes, heereT enroule 


Howe they were ſpent for thee; Looke what they are. ' - 


Looke on the deere expences of my youth, | 
And ſee how iuſt I reckon withthine eyes: 
Examine well thy beautie with my truth, 


And croſle my cares ere greater ſummes ariſe; 
Reade it ſweet maide;though it be doone butſlightly; 
Vho can ſhewe all his loue, doth loue but lightly: 


B 1 


Goe 


2. Sonnet IT. 


Goe wayling verſe,the Infants of my loue, 
Minerua-like,brought foorth without a Mother : 
Preſentthe image ofthe cares I proue, 

Witnefſe your Fathers griefe exceedes all other. 
| Sighoutaſtory of her cruell deedes, 
|| Withinter-rupted accents of diſpaire : 
!! A Monumentthat whoſoever reedes, 
May iuſtly praiſe,and blame my loueleſſe Fayre. 
Say her diſdayne hath dryed vp my blood, 
And ſtarued you,in ſuccoursſtill denying : 
Preſle to her eyes,importune me ſome good, 
| Wakenherſleeping pittie with your crying, 
Knock at her hard hart, beg till you have moou'd her ; 
Andtellch'vakind,how deerely I haue lou'd her. 


If 
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Sonnet III. 


Tf ſoit hap, this of-ſpring of my care, 
Theſe fatall Antheames, ſad and mournfull Songes 
Come to their view,who like afflicted are ; 


fol.z. 


Let them yet ſigh theyr owne,and mone my wrongs. 


But vntoucht harts,with vnaffected eye, 
Approch notto behold ſo great diſtreſle : | 
Cleer-ſighted you,ſoone note what is awry, 
Whilſt blinded ones mine errours neuer geſle. 

You blinded ſoules whom youth and errours lead, 
You outcaſt Eglets, dazled with your ſunne: 
Ah you, and none but you my ſorrowes read, 
Youbeſt can iudgethe wrongs that ſhe hath dunne. 


That ſhe hath doone, the motiue of my paine ; 
Who whil(t I loue, doth kill me with diſdaine, 


& Sonnee ITLE,” 
Theſe plaintiue verſe, the Poſts ofmy deſire, i! 
Which haſte for ſuccourto herſlowe regarde : [11 1 

Beare not _ of any lender fire, oi 
Forging a griefeto winne a fames rewarde,  ... 1, 1% 
Nor are my paſsions limnd for outward hewez:. ; 
For that no collours candepaint my ſorrowes: 
Delia her ſelfe,and alltheworld may vewe 
Belt in my face,howicares hathul'ddeepe forrowes, 
No Bayes 1 ſeeketo deck my mourning brow, 
O clecer-eyde Rector of the holy Hill 7, | 
My humble accents cranethe Olyue Its: | h No ins 
Of her milde pittic andirelenting will, 6 Nt 
Theſe linesT vic, t ade mine cs ed Ts 
My loueaffects no fame, nor ſtcemes ofarts ',; "1,1, 


Sonuwlet | V;; WG 


fol. 


Whilſt youth and error ledmy wandering inde, ; * 


And et mythoughts inheed6leſſewayes to range: 
All vnawares'a Goddeſſe thaſteIfinde, 
Diana-like to worke my ſuddaine change. 

For her uo ſoonerhad my view bewrayd, 
But wich diſdaineto ſeemeinthatplace: 
Wuth faircſt hand, the ſweet yokindeſt maide, 
Caſtes water-cold ci{daine'vpon my face. 

Which turn'd m y ſport into-aharts def; pare, 
Which ſtill is chac'd, whilſtI haue any breath, 
By mine owne thoughts: ſet on me by my faire, 
My thou ghts like houndes, purſue me to my death. - 


Thoſethat1 foltred of mine owne accord, 
Are madeby herto murther thus their Lord.. / 


* 


Fayre 


6. Sonnet VI. 
| Faireis my loue, and cruellas ſh'is faire ; 

Her brow ſhades frownes, although her eyes are fanny; ; 
Her ſmyles are lightning, though her pride diſpaire ; 

\. Andherdiſdainesaregall; her fauours hunny, 

A modeſt made, deckt with a bluſh of honour, 
Whoſe teete doetreadegreene pathes of youthand loue, 
The wonder ofall eyes that looke yppon her : 

Sacred on earth, defign'd a Saint aboue. 

Chaſtitic and Beautie, which were deadly foes, 
Liuereconciled friends within her brow : 

And had ſhe pittic to conioine with thoſe, 
Then who had heard the plaints I viter now. 
O had ſhenot beene faire, and thus yokinde 


My Muſe had ſlept, and none had knowne my minde. 
O 


—Y 
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4 
Sonnet V II. fol. 7. 
O had ſhe not beene faire and thus vnkinde, / 
Then had no finger pointed at my lightnes: 
The world had neuer knowne what I doe finde, 
And Clowdes obſcure had ſhaded ſtill herbrightnes. 
Then had no Cenſors eye theſe lynes furuaide, 
Nor grauer browes haue iudg'd my Muſe fo yaine ; 
No ſunne my bluſh anderrour had bewraide, 
Nor yet the world had heard of ſuch diſdaine. 
Then had I walkt with bold erected face, 
No down-caſt looke had ſignified my mille: 
But my degraded hopes, with ſuch diſgrace 
Did force me grone outgrietes, and viterthis.  ' || 
For being full, ſhould nor then haue ſpoken : 
My ſence oppreſs'd, had fail'd ; and hart had broken, 


Thou poore hart facrifiz'd ynto thefaircſt, 
Haſt ſent the incens of thyſighes to ;zeauen;. «| 
And (till againſt her trownestrefhyowes repaytelt, 
And madethy paſsions with heribeautie cuen: .. 
And you mine eyes the agentsotmy hart, 
Tolde the dumbe meſſage of my hiddengriefe: 
And oft with carefullcurnes, with ſilent art, 
Did treate the crucll Faire to yeelde relicte, 
And you my verſethe Aduocates of loue, 
Haue followed hard the proceſic of my cale: 
And vrg'd that tytle which dooth plaialy proue, 
My faith ſhould win, if iuſtice might haue place. 
Yet though I ſee,thatnought we doe can moue her, 
.'Tisnot diſdaine muſt make me ceaſe to louc her. 


Sonnet I 'X. 


If this be loue, to drawe a weary breath, 
Paint on flowdes, tyll the ſhore crye toth'ayre: 


With downward lookes, ſtill reading on the earth ; 


The ſad memorials of my loues deſpayre. 
If this be loue to warre againſt my ſoule, 


fol. 9. 


Lyedowne to waile, riſe yp to ſigh and grieueme : 


The neuer-reſting ſtone ofcare to roule, 
Still to complaine my griefes, and none relicue me, 
If this be loue, to cloath me with darke thoughts, 
Haunting yntroden pathes to waile apart ; 
My pleaſures, horror, Muſique,tragicke notes, 
Teares in mine eyes, and ſorrowe at my harr. 


If this be Joue, to liue a liuing death ; 
O then loueI, anddrawethis weary breath. ) 


10, Sonnet | X, 


O thenloue I, and draw this weary breath, 
For her the cruell faire, within whoſe brow: 
I writtenfind the ſentence ofmy death, 


In vnkinde letters; wrought ſhe cares not how. 

O thou that rul'ſt the confines ofthe night, 
Laughter-louing Goddeſse, worldly plealures Queene, 
Intenerat that hart that ſets ſo light, 
The trueſt loue that caer yet was ſeene. 


And cauſe herleaue to tryumph ia this wile, 
Vppon the proſtrate ſpoyle of that poore hart : 
That ſerues a trophey to-her conquering eyes, 
And muſt theyrglory tothe worldimpart. 
Once let her know, ſh'hath done enough to proue me; 
Andlet her pitty if ſhe cannot loue me. 
Teares 
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Sonnee XI. fol.u. 


Teares, yowes and prayers, win the hardeſt hart : 
Teares, vowes and prayers, haue I ſpent 1n vaine ; 
'Teares cannot ſoften flint, nor yowes conuart, 
Prayers preuaile not with a quaint di{daine. 

I lole my teares, where 1 hauc loſt my loue, 

I vowe my faith, where faith isnot regarded ; 
I pray in vaine, a merciles to moue * 
So rare a faith ought better be rewarded. 

Yet though I cannot win her will withteares, 
Though my ſoules Idoll ſcorneth all my vowes ; 
Though all my prayers beto ſo deafe cares : 

No fauour though the cruell faire allowes; 

Yet will I weepe, vowe, pray to cruell ſhee ; 

Flint, froſt, diſdaine, weares,melts,and yeelds we lee. 


I2. Sonnet XII. 


My ſpotlefſe Loue hoouers with white winges, 
About the temple ofthe proudeſt frame : 
Where blaze thoſe lightes fayreſt of earthly things, 
Which cleere our clowded world with brighteſt flame. 
M'ambitious thoughts confined in her face, 
Afﬀed no honour, but what ſhe can g1ue me: 
My hopes doe reſt in limits ot her grace, 
I weigh no comfort ynleſſe ſhe relieue me. 
For ſhe that can my hart imparadize, 
Holdes in her fayreſt hand what deereſt is : 
My fortunes wheele's the cyrcle of her eyes, 
Whoſe rowling grace deigne oncea turne of blis. 
All my lives ſweete conſifts in heralone, 
So much louethe moſt vnlouing one. 


Sonnet XIII. _ fol.tz. 


Beholde what hap Pigmaleonhad to frame, 2-4 
And carye his propergriefe ypon aſtone: 


My heaure fortune is much like the ſame, 
I worke on Flint, and that's the cauſe I mone. 
For hapleſle loc cucn with mine owne delires, 
I figured on the Table of my hante: 
The fayreſt forme, the worldes eye adnures, 
And fo did periſh by my properarte. 
And ſtill I toile, to change the marble breſt 
Of her, whoſe ſweeteſt grace I'docadore : Fe 
Yet cannot finde her breathe,ynto my reſt, ' v4 
Hard is her hart and woe tsmetherefore.  .'-: | /! 1411 7 
O happic he that ioy'd hisſone andarte; Hodliny 
Vnhappie Ito louea ſtony harte. 4] 


| I4., | Sonnee XITIE 


Thoſe amber locks, are thoſe ſame nets my deere, 
Wherewith my libertie thou didft ſurprize: 
Loue was the flame, that fired me ſoneere, 
The dart tranſpearſing, were thoſe Chriſtall eyes. 
Strong is the net, and feruentis the flame ; 
Deepe is the wounde, my ſighes doe well report : 
Yet doeT loue, adore, and praiſe the ſame, 


| © Thatholds, that burnes, that wounds me in this fort. 
ll And liſt not ſeeketo breake, to quench, to heale, 
The bonde, the flame, the wound that feſtreth ſo ; 
By knife, by liquor, or by falueto deale : c 
So muchl pleaſe to pernſhan my wo. 
Yetleaſt long trauailes be aboue my ſtrength, 
| Good Delialoſe, quench, heale me now at length. 


If 


Sonnet. XV.” _ boli, 


If that a loyall hart and faith vnfained, 
If a ſweet languiſh with a chaſt deſire: | bl } 
It hunger-ſtaruen thoughts ſo long retained, 
Fed but with ſmoake, and cheriſht but with fire. 
And ifa browe with'carescharacters painted, 
Bewraies my loue, with broken words halfe ſpoken ; 
To her that fits in my thoughts Temple fainted, 
And layes.to-view my Vultur-gnawne hart open.,,.,,; 111 
If Thauedooneduethomage to hereyes, 1ſt 5:4 
And had my fighes ſtilltending on her name : Sf 
Ifon her loue:my life and honourlyes,,- - // Fry, 
And ſhe th'vnkindeſt maideſtill ſcornes che. ſame. . TH. 
Ler this ſutfice, the world yet may lee ; IE, 
The fault is hers, though mine the hurt muſt bez. 


16. Sonnet XVI. 


Happie1n ſleepe, waking content to languiſh, 
Imbracing clowdes by night, in day time morne: 
Allthings I loath ſaue her and mine owne anguſh, 
Pleas'd in my hurt, inur'd to live forlorne. 

Nought doel craue,but loue,death,or my Lady, 
 Hoarce with crying mercy, mercy yet my merit: 
So many vowes and prayers euer made, 

That now at lengtht'yeclde, meere pittic were it. 
But ſtill the Hydra of my cares renuing, 
Reuiues newe ſorrowes of her freſh diſdaining ; 
Still muſt I goe the Summer windes purſuing : 
Finding no ende nor Period of my payning, 
Waile all my life, my griefes doe touch fo neerely, 
Andthus TI liue, becauſeI louc her deerely. 


Since 


Sonnet 4+ XV 1-7. fol. ty. 
Since the firſt lookdthatled merathyserror;; 215A 

To this thoughts-niave;ro my confuſion tendioge) -}!22Y 
Still haue1 liy'dabgheteiinhope,interrors.! (1 [131.91-ofl 
The circle of my forrowes-neuct eriding, 19nO'd: o7b1A 
Yet cannotleaue her lone thatholdes me hatefulk'..17 = 
Her eyes cxactit;though herhart difdaines me tic): | 1" 

See what reward mga Fw rof1-A 
So true and loyall loue nofauiols gaines-me,/ 
Still muſt I whet my' young deſires _—_ 2.1 
Vpponthe Flint of ſucha banreveling;.., ; bo A 
Andall in vaine,her pndeis(ainnated,' v1i1* EQ 1947 41:f1 
Shee yeeldes no place atall dr pirzes Sydllng: -\ 
; Ott haueT told-her thiat.ndy ſaute. didloyeher,, 29 Y 
| And A 
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18. Sonnet X VAIL 
Reſtore thy refſestothegoidenOct, -| [7 51; -- 17 
Yeelde Citbervasfonne thoſe Arkesvof loue; | | |. * 
Bequeath the hoawers the ſtarres that adore, 
And toth'Orient doethy Pearles femoue; |) 
Yeelde thy hands pride vnto th'yuory white, 
T” Arabiavodorsgyue thybreaching fweete : 
Reſtorethybluſh vo Aurerabright, [| 
To Thetis gyuethehotior ofehyfeere, | 
Let Venus have thy graces, herveſign'd, 
And thy (weet voycepnebacke onto the Spheares 6 
But yetreſtorerhy fexrrveand auch minde, reilly 
To Hyrcan Tygers, and to'mthiles Beares. 
SoThalt thouceaſeroplagucandT to paiue | | 


Lo 


If Beautie this be:clawdetd with adfrowngs: ; l16>b 20 
That pitty ſhynes 110-comfort co my bls2 | 13:04 fil vid 
And vapors of diſdaine fo ouer-growne, 1] 
That my lives hght this wholy darkped is.| : «1 SAY 

Why ſhould L moremgleſtzhe world with og)... 
The ayre with ſighes, the carth below with hoon AE EI 
Since I live hatefull gq thalerublalle oye, . 0 


Vexing with yatun 'd maape-hes dainty; .- 
If Thaue loud her decxer then.my breaths, 


My breath that calls the heavens to witnes is? - 7 
and fil ni bolthdennlete dads Di 1 3HLGTVY 
And ifthat all this cannot mouea whit ; ft, 4 
Yet let her ſay that ſhe hath done me wrong... ., 
To vſc me thus and kyow Liou/d fe long. ;. ['-i; 
D z 


20410 Sonnet. XX 


Come death the Arwhorthold + Wis 0a 
My laſt Reſort whoreto my toule appralerh;; "I Jibh 
For all too long on earth'my fancydores,-' | 1 
Whilſt my beft Mode wgporinghleſii lc. { y 
That hatt is now theprofpettive'cfhiortor;/'- Of 
That honored haththe croelſt fare that yucth: * 
The cruelft faire, thatſeesT langhiſhforher, |S 11 C9UE 
Tet neuer mercyto rity mietitoieth.” b anjay tr polo 
Thisis her Laytel{and her triumphes prize, -'- -/ 7 
Totreade me downewithfoote of 'her difgracer / / 
Whillt I did build ny fortune inet 6yes; ad ihicn [11 br, 
And layde my liues reft on ſo faire a face; - © | 
Thatreft 1 bt , myloue, my life andall; - ſ 
So tte apa 12: 9; oT 


*119.) 


| fol.2t; 


Sonnet/- X01; - 


Theſe ſorrowing ſighesthe ſmoakes of mine annoy; « 
Theſe teares, whith heate of acrediflame diftly1! 22 1511 
Ave theſe due tilutloSacenyGidhbghi gages ber ci: £ 


Vnto the tyrant ; whoſe ynkindnes kils. 2) 5114 154211 32 Y 
I ſacrifize my youth;andblooming yeeres, | '-// 1 © 
Ather proude fecte, andſherefpetsnotit; 1 (1 11hs! 
| My flowre vntimely'swithred with my teates, ©: - 
And winter woes, forſpring:of youth ynfit; '- © 211024 


Shee thinkes aJooke may recompence my care,” 
And fo with lookesprolongs my Lngokrak: 1 21613E 


As ſhort tharbliſſe, 6 the comfortrare; *. * WL Sol 
Yet muſt that bliſe my hungry thoughts appeaſe,” ' 1A 
Thus ſhe returnesmy hopes {o fruiclefle ever, x 


Once ler her loueindeede, or eyeme never. >qoH 


22. Sannet X:XL1. 


T raytours to meand faithfull to my loue: | 
A thouſand times it promis'd merchiefe, | 
Yet never any true eftet I prone.” |. 

Okt when I and whernowucthatall, 
Tbaniſh her, aud blame her trechene : 
Tt ſoone againe / mult her backe recall, 
As one that dyes without her companie. 

. Thus often as 4 chale my Hope fromme, 
Straight way ſhe haſtes her vato, Delias eyes: 
Fed wich ſome pleaſing loake there ſhall ſhe be 
And ſo ſent backe and.thus my fortune lyes. 

Lookes fecde my Hope, Hope foſters mein yaine ; 

Hopes are valure, when cenaineis my paine. | 


Sonner. XXILL, ons 


Lookein myyriefes, and blamemenor wo morne, 
From care to carethatleadesa life fo bad ;- 


Th'Orphan of forane, borne'to be her ſcorne,, 
Whoſe clowdecd brow dvorth make my daies fo lad, 
Long are theirnights whole cares doe neuerſleepe, / 
Loathſome their daiex whom no ſunne ons 79 | 
Her faireſt eyes dos periaraeſo deepe,”'" 12 
That thus 1 live both day amdnight mov 
But ſince the fweereſt rootedoorh yeeldrhus much, | 
Her praiſe from mycomplaint 1 may not pany” >») 
Tloue th'eHe for that the cauſe is ſuch, 
Tle praiſe herface, and blameher fine han. 
Whilſt hae we mdkeche world admire arvs, ' |» 
Her fordifdaine;and meforloumg thus. ' > 


R > 


N 


— 


24. Sonnet - XXIII1. 


Oft andin yaine my rebell 1" APRIL 
To ſtop the paſſage ofmyyanquiſht harr..,- &A1 
And ſhut thoſewaiesmy endl for fnturde 1C; d y 
Hopingthereby'to free my-betteripant.;'! * 

And whilſt Lgardetheſewindawes'of this "ROY 
Wherewyhansthiefe to vexe me; madk her choices - (1. 
Andthether all my forces doerranſport,}, -- 1+ {1.111 1:7 
An other paſſage opens dt heryoice. /'1.: | 

Her voicebetrayesmeto herhandandeye: 
My freedomes tyrants.conquering allby ane: | © 1! | 
But ah, what glory can ſhe getthcreby, | we! 
With three ſuch-powersto plague one filly hart. | __,/, '. 

Yet myioules ſouerdipne, ihe mult reſign ;'"\/ 
gn Ef loue aod lf ate thine, 


[ q Ty x © 
' . "4 - : . f% / 
þ '> Y Y 


Rargnoun ay tg aan ce rn, 
Poſleſſe me whole, myharts triumucrate: | n 
Yet heauic hart to make ſo hard a choiſe, 
Ofſuch as ſpoyle thy poore afflicted ſtate. "I 

For whilſt theyſtrive which ſhallbe Lord of all, © 
All my poorelife by them is trodendowne : - 7 
Theyall erect their Trophizzon myfall ri eh wilks & 

Vſhen backe 1 looke, I ſigh my freedome paſt, - 
And waile the ſtate wherein I preſent ſtando: tile 9 
And ſce my formume euer like to laſt, | NE 
Finding me rain'd withſuch aheatzic hand: 

What can1doebur yecld, and yeeld Idoo, 

And oor al uncand yethey poylemetos. 
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26, Sonnet XXV1I. 


Whilitby her eyes purſu'd;my poore hart flew it, 
[ato the ſacred bolome of my deereſt: 
She there in that ſweerfanfuary flew it, 
Where it preſum'd husfafetietobe neereft. 

My priuiledze of faith could not prorett ity 


That was with blood and three yeeres witnes fiened: 


Ia all which time ſhe never could ſuſpett ir, 


For well ſhsfawmy loue, and how pined. -- - 
And yet n5comfort would her brow reucale me, - 


No lightning looke,whichifallinghopesereterly +1. - 


What bootes to lawes of ſaccourto appeale me? '''! 
Ladies and tyrants,neuerlawes reſpetteth.. 


Then there /dye,where hop'd Ttohaue linen jy: / 
And byrterhand;which better mighchave giueh.. /. 
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Sonnet XX V1L 4 


Still in the trace ofmy tormented thoughy, ::: | 
My ceaſclefſe cares muſt mattch onto my "ul 972 91h 
Thy leaſt regarde tao dcerely haue 1 bought, 4C'1 
Who to my comfort neuerdeign'{ta breath,» + 1111 1© 
Why ſhould ft thou ſtop thine caxesnow to mpeg 
Whole eyes. were open ready to oppreſie mie? -- | > [111 
Why ſhutr'ſtchounortthe cauſe whence all did rife, -; ./T 
Or heare me now, and ſeeke how to [redrefle me. 
Iniurious Neha, yet Ile louc thee ſtill, | 
Whulſt that 1 breath inſorrow.of my ſmart: 
lle tell the world that I deſeru'd burill, 
And blame my ſelfe forto excule thy hart, . F 
Then iudgewho finnexthergreater of vs twaines, - - 
I in myloue,orthod indhydiſdaine. : 1: 14) 1117 


" "A | 


| 2 8. 


Sonnet XXVIIL 
OftdoeI mule, whether my;Delias eyes |, | ;.? 


_ Areeyes, orels two fairebrighttarres that ſhine: 


For how could nature euer thus demiſe, 
Of earth on carthaſubſtance ſo diwne. - 
Starres ſure they are, whoſe motions rule defires, 
And calme and Tempeſt followe their aſpeds: 
Their ſweet appearing ſtill fach powre inſpires, 
That makes the world admire fo ſtrange effets. -- 
Yet whether fixt or wandring tarresare they, 
Whoſe influence rule the Orbe ofmy-poore han: | 
Fixt ſure they are, but wandring make me ſtray, 
In endles errors whence 1 cannot part. 
Starres then,not eyes, moue yet with milder view, 
Your {weet aſpeton himthat hociours yo. | 1! | 
1c; of To 


Sonnet: XX XI; fol. 29. 
tl OunMfns Brno vil ann ph 
Like as the potllſe Brine diſtedt FURY | 
Circumpals'd round iti lrfomomud: 
Pines in her griefe, ar 
And cnngnitie hand 
Sol inuiron'd witha hatefull want»! | 
Looketo PPE kn PEE G4 
I ſearch the eanth; the earch finde as skant, © ' ||; 
I view my ſclfe, my ſ{clfein wotullcaſe,. W911 934 Vt 
Hemen norcanbwills, ay ole cnc works | " q! 
A way through want torfreemyſbute fronicate}.:; 
ButTI muſt pine, and in my pming liirkb,[: As 934 
Leaſt my ſad lookes bewray mebbivdLfarei: i110! ff 
My fortune mantled with a tlolwde-$)obſcurey ';! 7 
7 Thus ſhades my life ſo long as wants —_ 


20 | S00066@/XAN; - 
My cares draw on mine cuerlaſting mht, 

In horrors ſable clowdes ſers my hurs ſunne: 

My liues {weetfunne, my deerelt contforts light, 

Will riſe no more to me,whoſ dayis dunge. Ny 
I goc before vntothe Mute ſhades, 

To attend the preſence of my:worldsDecte; 

And there prepare her flowres thatncuertades, 

And allthings fitagainſthercormmung there. 
Ifany aske me why ſo.boue[game,) | 

Il: hide herfione;and fay ittwas my:lot,':-: 

Ln life and death Ile tenderhergaod namc, 

My lite nor deathfhall.geuerbeherblor. 

Although thiswortd may ſeeme her deede to blame: 
Th' Eliean ghoſts ſhall ceuer know thefame. 


Sonnet ; NAX Xl: 


The ſtarre of,nyy:mufhap unpos'd thus paynung, - 
To ſpend the Apribofmy-yeerevinwayling, ' '») - : 
That neuer found my fortune butin wayning, 
With ſtill freſh cares ny preſentwoes allayling} + 


IM 


Yet her I blamenot,chough ſhe mighthaue bleſtink, 


But my defires wingsſo tughaſpirmg; c'- : 
Now melted wittthefannethathathpoſleſt me, 
Downe doe 1fallfromofiny high-dofiridg;/uc:! -| 


And in my fall doe ery farmereyſpeedies;: '!-: 0 i 


No pittying eye lookeskatkeyponmy mournibeg: : 


No helpe I findeyhennowimnont fauburnetde tro! Is 7: 


And this my dezth (hall chiifita heranew, 
Aud giue the crhell Bite herfithe ew, 1c 


- 1 
Z 


| Tit Ocean of my teares muſtdrowtis me "xn & 


JL. Sonnet -X X LI. 

Rayſing my hopes on hilleg of high deſire, 1.1! 1 
Thinking to skale the heauen of herhart : Pri) 
My ſlender meanes preſum'droo!/nghapan; #% 
Her thunder ofdiſdaine forſt me retire ; 

And threw mee\downeto paine mall this fire, 
Where locl languiſhin ſo heauie ſmart, 
Becauſe th'atrempt was farreaboue my an: ' 
Her pride brook\dnor poore ſontes ſhold come ſo nye hy | 

Yet I proteft my highafpyring will, | ' 

Was not to diſpoſleſle her of her right : 

Her ſoueraignty ſhould "EASY 

I onely ſought the bliſe to.hauc her fight. 
Her ſight contented thus to ſee mee ſpill, 

Fram'd my deſigesfit for her,cycs to. kill. 


\ 
\ 


IF, 


Sonnet XXXIIL, fol.33. 


O why doth Delia crediteſo herglaſle, 
Gazing her beautie deign'd her by the skyes: 
And dooth not rather looke on him(alas) 
Whoſe ſtate beſt ſhewes the force of murthering eyes. 
The broken toppes of loftietrees declare, 
The fury ofa mercy-wanting ſtorme: 
And of what force your wounding graces are, 
V ppon my ſelfe you beſt may finde the forme. 

Then leaue your glaſſe, and gaze your ſelfe on mee, 
That Murourſhewes what powre is 1n your face: 
To view your forme too much, may daunger bee, 
Narciſſus chang'd t'a flowre in ſuch a caſe. 

And youare chang'd, but nott'a Hiacint ; 
I feare your eye hath turn'd your hart to flint. 


F I 


T0375 ESSE. Þ i 29)/ >. FA 


XXX1IIII. 


T once may fee when yeeres ſhall wrecke my wronge, 
When golden haires ſhall chaunge to filuer wycr; 


And thoſe bright rayes, that kindle all this fyer 
Shall faile in force, their working not ſo ſtronge, 


24» Sonnet 


Then beautie, now the burthen of my ſong, 
Vihoſe glorious blaze the world dooth fo admire; 
Muſt yeelde vp alltotyrant Times deſire : 
Then fade thoſe flowers which deckt her pride ſo long, 
When ifſhe grieue to gaze her in her glaſſe, 
Which then preſents her winter-withred hew ; 
Goe you my verſe, goe tell her what ſhe was ; 
For what ſhe was ſhe beſt ſhall fande in you. 
Your firic heate lets not herglonie paſle, 
But Phenix-like ſhall make her live anew. 


Sonnet XAXV, 


fol.25. 


Looke Dehahow wee ſteeme the half-blowne Roſe, 


The image ofthy bluſh and Summers honor: 
Whilſt in her tender greene ſhe doth incloſe 


The pure ſweete beautie, Time beſtowes vppon her. 


| No ſooner ſpreades hergloric inthe ayre, 
Bur ſtraight her ful-blowne pride is in declining ; 
She then isſcorn'd that late adorn'd the fayre: 
Soclowdes thy beautie after fayreſt ſhining, 

No Aprill can reuiue thy withred flowers, 
Whole blooming grace adornes thy glory now: 


Swift ſpeedy Time, feathred with flying howers, | 


Diſfolues the beautie of the faireſt brow. 
O let notthen ſuch riches waſte in vaine ; 


But loue whilſt that thou maiſt be lou'd againe. 
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36 Sonnet XXXVI. 


But loue whilſt that thou mailt be lou'd againe, 
Now whulſt thy May bath fall'd thy lappe with flowres.; 
Now whilſt thy Beautie beares without a ſtaine ; 

Now vſethy Summer ſmiles, ere winter lowres, 

And whilſt thou ſpread'ſt ynto the ryfing ſunne, 
The faireſt lowre that euer ſawethe light: 

Nowe ioye thy time before thy ſweete be dunne, 
And Delia, thinke thy morning muſt haue night, 

And that thy brightnes ſets at length to weſt, 

When thou wilt cloſe vp that which now thou ſhoweſt: 

Andthinkethe fame becomes thy fading beſt, 

Which then ſhall hide it moſt, and couer loweſt. 
Men doe not wey the ſtalke for that it was, 
When once thy finde her flowre, her glory paſſe. 
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Sonnee XXXVIL fol.37« . 


VVhen men ſhall fade thy flowre, thy glory paſle, 
And thou with carefullbrow fitting alone: -- 
Receiued haſt this meſſage from thy glaſle, 
That telles the trueth, and faiesthatall isgone.; i»! || 
Freſh ſhalt thou ſee in mee the woundes thou tnadeſt, 
Though ſpent thy flame, in mee the heateremayning: 
I that haue lou'd thee thus before thou fadelt, - 
My faith ſhall waxe, when thou art inthy wayriing, 
The world ſhall kndethis myracle in mee, 
That fire can burne, when allthe matter's ſpent : 
Then what my faith hath becnethy ſelfe ſhalt ſee, 
And that thou waſt ynkindethoumaiſt repent. 
Thou maiſt repent, that thou haſt ſcorn'd my teares, 
When winter ſnowes vpponthy golden heares. | 


8. Sonnet X XX V LII, 


V Vheh winterſnowes yppon thy golden heares, 
And froſt of age hath niptthy flowers neere : 
When darke ſhall ſceme thy day that neuer cleares, 
And all lyes withred that was held fo deere. 
ThentakethispiQure whichI heare preſent thee, 

Limned witha Penſyl not all vaworthy : 

Heere ſee the giktes that God and naturelent thee ; 

Heere read thy ſelfe, and what 1 ſuffred for thee. 

This may remaine thy laſting monument, 

Which happilie poſteritie may cheriſh: 

Theſe collours withrthy fading are not ſpent ; 

Theſe may remaine, when thou and I ſhall periſh. 
Ifthey remaine, then thou ſhal: live thereby ; 
They will remaine and fo thou canſt not dye. 


Sonnet XXXL1X. 


Thou canſt not dye whilſt any zeale abounde 
In feeling harts, that can conceive theſe lines : 
Though thou a Laura haſt no Petrarch founde, 
In baſe attire, yet cleerely Beautie ſhines. 

AndI, though borne within a colder clime, 
Doe feele mine inward heate as great I know it: 
He neuer had more faith, although more rime, 
I loue as well though he could better ſhow it. 

But I may ad one feather to thy fame, 

To helpe her flight throughout the fayreſt Ile: 
And ifmy penne could more inlargethy name, 
Then ſhouldit thou hue in an-immortallſtile, 
For though that Laurabetter limned bee, 
Suffice, thou ſhalt be lou'd as well as ſhee.. 


40 Sonnet XL. 


O be notgrieu'd that theſe my papers ſhould, 
Bewray vnto the world how faire thou art: 
Or that my wits haue ſhewed the beſt they coulde, 
The chaſteſt lame that euer warmed hart, 
Thinke not ſweete Delia, this ſhall be thy ſhame, 
My Muſe ſhould found thy praiſe with mournetfull warble: 
How many liue, theglory of whoſe name, 
Shall reſt in yce,when thine is grau'd in Marble. 
Thou maiſt in after ages liue eſteem'd, 


Vnvuried in theſelines reſeru'd in purenes ; 


Theſe ſhall intombe thoſe eyes, that haue redeem'd 
Me from the vulgar, thee from all obſcurenes. 

Although my carefull accents never mou'd thee ; 
Yet count it no diſgrace that Thaue lou'd thee. 


Sonnet X LI. 
Delia, thele eyes that ſo admireth thine, 


fol. 41. 


Haue ſeene thoſe walles the which ambition reared, 
To checke the world,how they intombd haue lyen 
Within themſelues ; and on them ploughes haue cared. 


Yet found I that no barbarous hand attaynde, 
The ſpoyle of fame deſeru'd by vertuous men: 
Whoſe glorious actions luckely had gainde, 
Th'eternall Annals ofa happie pen. 


Why then though Delia tade,let that not moue her, 


Though time doe ſpoyle her ofthe fayreſt vaile 
That cuer yet mortallitie did couer ; | 
Which muſt inſtarre the needle and the Rayle, 


That grace,that vertue,all that ſeru'd t'in-woman 


Dooth thee vnto eteraitie alſommon. 
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Faire 


4A2 Sonnet X L1I. 


Faire and lovely maide, looke from the ſhore, 
Seethy Leander ſtruung in theſe waues: 
Poore ſoule quite ſpent,whoſe force can doe no more, 
Now ſend foorth hopes, for now calme pittie ſaues, 
And wafte him to thee with thoſe louclie eyes, 
A happy conuoy to a holy lande: - 
Now fhew thy powre, and where thy vertue lyes, 
To fauethyne owne ſtretch out the faireſt hand, 
Stretch out the faireſt hand a pledge of peace, 
That hand that dartes fo right and neuer miſſes: 
Ile not reuenge olde wrongs, my wrath fhall ceaſe ; 
For that which gaue me woundes, Ile give it kiſſes. 
Oncelet the Ocean of my cares finde ſhore, 
That thou be pleas'd, and 1 may ſigh no more. 


Reade 
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Sonnet XLIIL 


Readcin my facea volume of deſi Payres, 


The wayling lliads of my tragicke wo 


fol.43. 


Drawne with my blood, and printed with my cares, 


Wrought by her hand that I haue honour'd fo. 


Who whulſt I burne, the ſings at my ſoules wrack, 


Looking a loft trom Turret of her pride: 
There my ſoules tyrant ioyes her, inthe ſack 
Ot her owne ſeate, whereof I made her guide. 
There doetheſe ſmoakes that from affliction ryle, 
Serue as an incenſe to a cruel| Dame: 
A Sacrifize thrice gratefull to her eyes, 
Becauſetheir powre ſerue to exact the ſame. 
Thus ruines ſhe, to ſatisfic her will ; 


The Temple, where her name was honour'd ſtill. 


44 Sonnet XL1IL[II. 


My Cynthia hath the waters of mine eyes, 
The ready handmaydes on her grace attending: 
That neuer fall to ebbe, noreuer dryes, 

For to their flowe ſhe neuer graunts an ending. 

Th'Ocean neuer didattende more duely, 

Vpon his Soueraignes courſe, the nights pale Queene: 
Nor paide the impoſt of his waues more truely, 
Then mineto her in trueth haue cuer beene. 

Yetnoughtthe rocke of that hard hart canmoue, 
Where beate theſe teares with zeale,and fury dryueth : 
And yetl rather languiſhin her loue 
Then I woulde joye the fayreſt ſhe that lyueth. 


I doubt to finde ſuch pleaſure in my gaying, 


As .nowe I taſte in compaſle of complayning. 


Sonnet XL V. 


Howe long ſhall I in mine affliction morne, 
A burthen to my ſelfe, diſtreſs'd in minde: 
When ſhall my interdicted hopes returne, 
From out deſpayre wherein they liue confin'd. 

When ſhall her troubled browe, charg'd with diſdaine, 
Reueale the treaſure which her ſmiles impart: 
When ſhall my fayth the happineſle attaine, 


To breake the yce that hath congeald her hart. 
Vnto her ſelfe, her ſelfe my loue dooth ſommon, 


(If loue in her hath any power to moue: ) 


And let her tell me as ſhe is a woman, 
Whether my faith hath not deſeru'd her loue. 


I knowe ſhe cannot but muſt needes.confelle it, 


fol.45. 


Yet deignes not with one ſmple ligne rexpreſle it, 
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"F 


REC Y- 


AU 


46 Sonnet XLVLI. 


Beautic,fweet loue, is ike the morning dewe, 
Whoſe ſhort refreſh yppon the tender greene: 
Cheeres for a time but till the Sunne doth ſhew, 
And ſtraighttis gone as it had neuer beene. 

Soone dooth it fade that makes the fayreſt floriſh, 
Short is the glory of the bluſhing Roſe : 

The hew which thou ſo carefully dooſt nouriſh, 
Yet which at length thou muſt be forc'd to loſe. 

When thou ſurcharg'd with burthen ofthy yeeres, 
Shalr bend thy wrinkles homeward to the earth : 
When time hath madea paſport forthy teares, 
Dated in age the Kalends of our death. 

But ah no more, thys hath beene often tolde, 
And women grieue to thinke they muſt be olde. 


"> 
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Sonnet - XL V II. fol. 47. 


I muſt not grieue my Loue, whole eyes would reede, 


Lines ofdelight, whereon her youth mightſmile: 
Flowers haue a time before they come to ſeede, 
And ſhe is young, and now muſt ſport the while. 
Ah ſport ſweet Maiden ſeaſon ofthele yeares, 
Andlcarneto gather flowers before they wither: 
And where the {weeteſt bloſſomes firſt appeares, 
Let loue and youth condudt thy pleaſures thither. 
 Lighten foorthſmulesto cleere the clowded ayre, 
And calme the tempeſt which my ſighes doe rayſe: 
Pittie and ſmiles doe beſt become the fayre, 
Pittie and ſnules ſhall yeeld thee laſting prayle. 
I hope to ſay when all my griefes are gone, 
Happiethe hart that ſigh'd for ſuch a one. 


4.8. Sonfhet XL V1I11. 


Drawne with th'attratiue vertue of her eyes, 
My toucht hart turnes it to that happie coſt: | 
My ioyfull North, where all my fortune lyes, | 
The leuell of my hopes deſired moſt. 


There where my Delia, fayrer then the ſunne, 
Decktwith her youth whereon the world now ſmileth : | 
Ioyes in that honour which her beauty wonne, | 

| Thieteroall yolume which her fame compyſleth. 

Floniſh fayre Albion,glory of the North, 

Neptunes darling helde betweene his armes: | 
Deuided from the world as better worth, 
Kept for himlelfe: defended from all harmes. 
Still let difarmed peace decke her and thee ; 
And Muſe-foc Mars, abroade farre foſtred bee. 


Sonnet XL1X. fol.4.9: 


Care-charmerſ] cepe, ſonne of the Sable night, 
Brother to death, in ſilent darkneſſe borne: 
Relicue my languiſh, and reſtore the light, 

With darke forgetting of my cares returne, 

And let the day be time enoughto morne, 
The ſhipwracke of my ill-aduentred youth : 

Let waking eyes {utfice to wayletheyr ſcorne, 
Without the torment of the nights vntruth. 

Ceaſe dreames, th'ymagery of our day deſires, 
To modell foorth the paſsions of the morrow : 
Neuer let ryſing Sunne approue you lyers, 

To adde more griefes to aggrauate my ſorrow, 
Still let meſleepe, imbracing clowdes 1n yaine ; 
And neuer wake to feele the dayes diſdaine. 
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50, Sonnet L. 


Letothersfing of Knights and Palladines, 
Ina zed accents, and vatimely words : 
Paint ſhidowes in imaginary lines, 
Which well the reach of their high wits records ; 
But I muſt ſing of thee and thole fayre eyes, 
Autentique ſhall my verfe in time to come, 
When yet th'vnborne ſhall ſay, loe where ſhe lyes, 
Whoſe beautie made him ſpeake that els was dombe. 
Theſe are the Arkes the TrophiesI ere, 
That fortifie thy name againſt olde age, 
And theſe thy facred yertues muſt protect, 
Againſt the darke and times conſuming rage. 0 
Thoughth'error ofmy youth they ſhall diſcouer, 
Suthce,they fhew I liu'd and was thy louer. 


Like 
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Sonnet. LI. fol.51, 


Like as the Lute that ioyes or els diſlikes, ; 
As1s his arte that playes vpon the ſame: 
So ſounds my Muſe according as ſhe ſtrikes, 
On my hart ſtrings high tun'd vnto her fame. 
Her touch doth cauſe the warble of the ſound, 
Which heere I yeeld in lamentable wile, 
A wailing deskanton the ſweeteſt ground, 
Whoſe due reports giue honour to her eyes. 
Els harſh my ſtile, vntunable my Muſe, 
Hoarce ſoundesthe voice that prayſeth not her name : 
It any pleaſing reliſh heerel yſe, 
Then iudge the worlde her beautic gives the ſame. 
O happie ground that makes the muſique ſuch, 
And bleſſed hand that giues ſo {weete atouch. 


52 Sonnet LII. 


None other fame myne vnambitious Mule, 


Aﬀeted euer but t'cternizethee : 

All other honours doe my hopes refule, 

Which meaner priz'd and momentarie bee. . * 
For God forbid I ſhould my papers blot, 

With mercynary lines,with ſeruile pen: 

Prayſing vertues in them that haue them not, 

Baſely attending on the hopes of men. 
No no my verſe reſpects nor Thames nor Theaters, 

Nor ſeekes it to be knowne vnto the Great: 

But Aron rich in fame,though poore in waters, 


Shall haue my ſonge where Delia hath her ſcate. 
Auon ſhall be my Thames, and ſhe my Song ; 
| He ſound her namethe Ryuer all along, 


Sonnet LIIL. 
Vohappic penandillaccepted papers, 


That intimate in vaine my chaſte defiers, 


My chaſte deſires the euer burning tapers, 
Inkindled by her eyes celeſtiall fiers. 

Celeſtial tiersand vnreſpeRting powers, 

That deigne not viewe theglory of your might: 
In humble lines the worke of carefull howers, 
The ſacrifice I ofterto her fight. 

But ſith ſhe ſcornes her owne, thus reſts for me, 
Ile mone my (clte, and hide the wrong I haue : 
And fo content me that her frownes ſhould be 
To my'infant ftile the cradle, and the graue. 

What though my ſelfe no honour get thereby, 
Each byrd ſings therſelfe,and fo will I. 


fol.53. 
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54. Sonnet | LITIL. 


Loe heere the impoſt ofafaith vnfayning, 

That loue hath paide,and herdiſdaine extorted : 

Beholde the meſlage of my;uſt complaining, 

That ſhewes the world how much my.griefe imported, 
Theſe tributary plaints fraught wath defire 

I ſende thoſe eyes the cabinets of loue ; 

TheParadice whereto my hopes aſpire, 

From out this hell, which mine affictions proue. 
Wherein I thus doe line caſt downe from myrth, 

Penſiue alone, none burdiſpaire about mee ; 

My ioyes abortiue,periſht at theirbirth, 

My careslong liu'de, and will not dye without mee. 

This is my ſtate, and Delias hart is ſuch ; 


| \J lay no more, I feareI faide too much. 


_FINIS. 


An Ode. 


_ Nowe each creature ioyes the other, 
Paſsing happy dayes and howers : 

Onebird ; vnto another, 
Inthe fall of filuer ſhowers, 

W hilſt the earth our common mother, 
Hath her boſome deckt with flowers, 


V Vhilſt the greateſt torch of heauen, 
VVith bright rayes warmes Floras lappe : 

Making nights and dayes both cuen, . 
Checring plants with freſher ſappe : 

My field of lowersquite bercauen, 
VVaats rcfreſhof better happe, 


Eccho daughter of the ayre, 

Babbling gheſtc of Rocks and Hills, 
Knowes the name of my fearce Fayre, 

And ſoundes rheaccents of my ills; 
Each thing pitties my diſpaire, 

V V hilſt that ſhe her Louer kills, 


V'Vhilſt thatſhe O cruell Maide, 
Doth me, and my laue deſpiſe : 
My lives floriſh is decayde 
T hat depended on hereyes : 
But her wi!l muſt be obaide, 
And well heendes for loue whodyes. 


- FINIS. 


THE COMPLAINT OF 
ROSAMOND. 


O V T fromthe horror ofinternall deepes, 
; My poore afflicted ghoſt comes heere to plaine it: 
Attended with my ſhame that neuer ſleepes, 
The ſpot wherewith my kinde, and youth did ſtaine it : 
My body found a graue where to containe it, 
A ſheete could} hide my face, but not my ſin, 


For Fame finds neuer tombet' incloſe it in. 


And which is worſe, my ſoule is nowe denied, 
Her tranſport to the ſweet Eliſean reſt, 
The ioyfull blifſe for ghoſts repurified, 
Th' euer ſpringing Gardens ofthe bleſt, 
Caron denies me waftage with the reſt. 
And fayes my ſoule can neuer paſſe that River, 


Till Louers fighes on earth ſhall it deliver, 


So ſhall I never paſſe ; for how ſhould [ 
Procure this ſacnifice amongſt the liuing? 
Time hath long ſince worne outthe memorie, 
Both of my life, and lives yniuſt depriuing : 
Sorrow for me isdead for aye reuiuing, 
Roſamond hath little left her but her name, 
And that difgrac'd, for time hath wrong'd the lame. 
H. 3. No -| 


The complaint 
No Muſe ſuggeſtshe pittie of my caſe, 


Each penne c EP [1.0Uct pat my wſt complaint, 
VWhuiltt others are preferc {though tarre more baſe 


Shores wife 1s grac'd,and p: aſſes] for a Saint ; 
HerLeger: TE TOE er foule attain ; 


Her well- LO! 'a Lt. ile did ſich COMmpa we 10N hnde, 


Thar ſhe is pa aG'd,and I amlet kehinde. 


Which ſeene with griefe,my myſcrable ghoſt, 
(Vil viciamchedinls fairea vaile, 


Vhich whilſt it hu'd, was honourcd of the moſt, 


And being dead, giues matter to bewalle) 
Comes to | follici hos, fince others tale, 
Totake thistaskezand in thy wotullSong 
To forme my caſe,and regiſter my wrong, 


AlchoughI knowe thy wſt lamer ting Mule; 

Toy dei inth'atfition of thine owne Jiſtreſſe, 

In others cares hath little time to vſe, 

And therefore maiſt eſteeme of mine the leſle : 

Yet as thy hopes attend happie redreſle, 
Thy ioyes depending on a womans grace, 

So moue thy minde a wofull womans caſe. 


bi <? <* > ty 


of Roſamond, 


Delia may haype to deyn geto read ourſtory, 
Andofter vp her ſighamougthe zeſt , 
hoſe merit would lyitice tor both our glorie, 
\Whereby thou mighelſt be grac 'd,and.I be bleit; 
That indulgence would Ft me the beſt, 
Such powre ſhe hath by whom thy youth is lead, 
To1oythe liungandto bleſle the dead. 


So Ithrough beautie madethe wofull ft yvi oht, 

By beautie might have comfort after death : 

That dyi 10g fay vreſt by the tayreſt might 

Finde life kN on earch,and reſt al 

She that can blefle vs with oneila ppy bre eath, 
Giue comfort tothy Muſe to doc her bcit. 
That thereby thou maiſt i 109,andTI mizht reſt, 


Thus ſaide: forthwith mou'd with a tender care 
\'] And pittic,which my ſeite could neuer fivde: 
hat ſhe defir'd,my Muſe deygn'd to declare, 
And therefore will'd her boldly "cell er minde: 
"* [ more willing tooke this Job ge alsiznd, 
Becauſe ner orictes were Wortiy to "a knowne; 
Andrellno » hers,might hap forz Tet mine OWne, 


Then 


The complaint 


Then write quoth ſhee the ruine ofmy youth, 
Report the downe-fall of my ſlippry (tate: 
Otall my lite reueale the ſimple trut 

To teach to others, what learnt too late: 
Exemplifie my frailtie, tell howe Fate 

K cepes in eternall darke our fortunes hidden, 
Aud ere they come, to know them tis forbidden. 


For whilſt the ſunn-ſhine of my fortune laſted, 
I ioy'd the happicſt warmth, the ſweeteſt heat 
Thar euer yet imperious beautie taſted, 
I had whatglory euer fleſh could get : 
Butthis faire morning had a ſhamefull ſet ; 
Diſgrace darkt honor, ſinne did clowde my brow, 
| Asnotethe ſequel, and Ile tell thee how. 


The blood I ſtaind was good and of the beſt, 
My birth had honor, and my beautic fame: 
Nature and Fortune ioyn'd to make me bleſt, 
Had I had grace t' haue knowneto vſethe ſame: 
My education shew'd from whencel came, 

And all concur'd to make me happy furſt, 


That fo great hap might make me more accurt. 
Happy 
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of Roſamond. 


Happie liu'd I whilſt Parents eye did guide, 

The indiſcretion of my feeble wayes: 

And Country home kept mefrom being eyde, 

Where beſt vynknowne ſpent my ſweeteſt dayes ; 

Till that my frindes mine 36: ſought to rayle, . 
To higher place, which greater credite yeeldes, 
Deemung ſuch beauty was ynfit for freldes, 


From Country then to Court I was preferr'd, 

From calme to ſtormes,from ſhore into the deepes: 

There where I periſh'd, where my youth fuſt err'd; 

There where I Fol the Flowre which honour keepes ; 

There where the worſerthriues,the better weepes ; 
Ah me poore wench,on this vnhappy ſh 
I grounded me,and caft away my lelfe. 


For thither com'd,when yeeres had arm'd my youth 
With rareſt proofe of beautie euerſeene: . 
When my reuiuing eye had learnt the truth, 

| Thatithad powreto make the wintergreene, 

And flowre affections whereas none had beene: 
Soone could I teach my browe to tyrannrze. 
And makethe world do homage to nune eyes. 

I 


The complaint 
For age I aw, though yecres with cold conceit, 
Congeald theyr thoughts againſt a warme deſire: 
Yet ſightheir want, and looke at ſuch a baite, 
I aw 48 youth was waxe before the fire: 
I aw by ſtealth, I tram'd my looke a lire, 
Yet well perceiu'd how Fortune made methen, 
The enuy of my ſexe, and wonder ynto men. 


Looke how a Comet at the firſt appearing, 
Drawesall mens eyes with wonder to behold it: 
Or asthe ſaddeſt tale at ſuddaine hearing, 
Makes filent liſtning ynto him that told it: 
So did my ſpeech when rubies did vnfold it ; 
So did the blaſing of my bluſh appeere, 
T'amaze the world, that holds ſuch fights ſo deere. 


Ah beauty Syren, fayre enchaunung good, 
Sweet filent rethorique of perſwading eyes: 
Dombe eloquence, whoſe powre doth moue the blood, 
More then the words, or wiſedome of the wile: 
Still harmonte, whoſe diapaſon lyes 
Wuhin abrow,the key which paſsions moue, 


Toraufh ſence, and play a world in loue. 
| What 


; of Roſamond, 


What might I then not doe whoſe powre was ſuch? 
What cannot vyomen doethat know theyr powre? 
What women knowes it not I feare too much, 

How bliſle or bale lyes in theyr laugh or lowre? 
Whilſt they _ their happy bloowing flowre, ' 


Whilſt nature decks her with her proper fayre (th'ayre, 


Which cheeres the worlde, ioyes each ſight, ſwectens 


Such onewas I, my beautie was mine owne, 
No borrowed bluſh whichbanck-rot beauties ſeeke: 
The newfound-ſhame, a ſinne to vs ynknowne, 
Th'adulterate beauty ofa falsed cheeke: 
Vild {taine to honorand towomen eeke, 
Seerngthattime ourfading muſt deteR, 
Thus with defeRto couerour defect. 


Impiety of times, chaſtitiesabator, 

Falſhod, wherein thy ſelfe, thy ſelte denieſt : 

Treaſon, to countertent the ſeale of nature, 

The ſtampe ofheauen, impreſsed by the hieſt. 

Diſgrace vnto the world, to whom thou lyeſt, 
Idol ynto thy felfe, ſhameto the wile, 


And all that honors thee idolatriſe. 
I. 2. 


Farre 


— 


The complaint 


Farre was that finne from vs whoſe age was pure, 

When ſimple beautic was accounted beſt, 

The time when women had no other lure 

But modeſtic,pure checkes,a vertuous breſt : 

This was the pompe wherewith my youth wasblcſt ; 
Theſe were the weapons which mine honour wunne 


In all the conflicts that mine eyes begunne. 


V'Vhich were not ſmall, l wrought on no meane obie&; 
A Crowne was at my fecte,Scepters obaide mee : 
Whom Fortune made my King,Loue made my Subicd, 
Who did commaund the Land,moſt humbly praid mee 2 
Henry the ſecond, that ſo highly weigh'd mee, 
Founde well by proofe the priuiledge of Beautic, 
That it hath powre to counter-maund all duetie. © 


For after all his victories in Fraunce, 
Tryumphing in the honour of his deedes : 
Vnmatch'd by ſword, vyas vanquiſht by a glaunce, 
And hotter warres within his boſome __ : 
Warres vvhom whole Legions of deſires feedes, 
Againſt all which my chaſtity oppoſes, 
fielde of honour,vertue neuer loſes. 


No armour might bee founde that coulde defend, 
Tranſpearcing rayes of Chriſtall-pointed eyes: 
No Stratagem,no reaſon could amend, 

No not his age ; yet olde men ſhould be wiſe: 

Bat ſhewes deceiue,outward appearance lyes; 


| Letnone tor ſeeming ſothinke Saints of others, 
For all are men,andall haue ſuckt their Mothers. 


of Roſamond, 


V'Vho would haue thought,a Monarch would haue euer 


Obayed his handmaide, of ſo meane a ſtate ; 


Vultur ambition feeding on his lyuer, 


Age hauing worne his pleaſures out of date : 

But happe comes neuer or it comes too late, 
For ſuchadaintie which his youth found not, 
Vanto his feeble age did chaunce allot.  - 


Ah Fortune neuer abſolutely good, 


For that ſome croſle ſtill counterchecks our luck: 
As heere beholde th' incompatible blood, 

d youth was that whereon we ſtuck: 
Whoſe Il lag from natures breſts do ſuck, 
As oppoſit to what our blood requires ; 
For equallagedoth equalllike deſires. 


Otagean 
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The complaint 


But mightie men1n higheſt honor fi ting, 
Nought but applanle and pleaſure can behold: 
Sooth 'din their liking, careleſſe what is fitting, 
May not be lufired onceto thinkethe'are old: 
Not truſting what they ſec; but what istold.. - 
Miſerallle fortune to forget ſo farre, | 
Theſtatc of fleſh, and what our frailties are. 


Yet muſt I needes excuſe ſogreat defect, 
For drinking ofthe Lethe ot myne eyes: 
H'is forc'd forget himlſelfe, and all reſpect 
Oftmaieſtic whereon his tate relyes: 
And now of loues, and pleaſures muſt deuiſe. 
For thus reuiu'd againe, he ſerues andu'rh, 
And ſeckes all meanesro yndermine my youth. 


Which neuer by aflault he could recouer, 
So well incamp'din ſtrength of chaſte deſires: 
My cleane-arm 'dthoughts repell'd an ynchaſt louer, 
The Crowne that cold commaund what it requires, 
[ lefſer priz'd then chaſtitiesartires, 

Th'vnſtained vaile;which innocents adornes, 


Th'vngathred Roſe, defended with the thornes, 
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Aud 


of Roſamond; 


And fafe mine honor ſtoodenll thatin truth, 
One of my Sexe, of place, and nature bad: 
Was ſet in ambuſh to intrap my youth, 
One inthe habit of like frailtie clad, 
One who theliu'ry of like weakenes had. 
A ſceming Matrone, yeta ſinfull monſter, 
As by her words the chaſter ſort may conſter, 


Shee ſet ypon me with the ſmootheſt ſpeech, 
That Court and age could cunningly Fil : 
Th'one autentique made her fitto teach, . 
The other learat her how to ſubteliſe:/ -- 1: | 
Both were enoughto circumucntthe wile, /. 
A document that well may teach the fage, 
Thatthere's no traſt in youth,nor hope inage. þ 


Daughter (faith ſhe) behold:thy happy chaunce, 
That haſt the lot caſt downe into thy lap, 
VVhereby thou maiſt thy honor great aduaunce, 
VVhilt thou (ynhappy) wilt notſcethy hap; +] 


Such fond reſpe& thy youth doth ſo inwraps. ,-:c11 +11 [1/ 1 


T'o ppole thy ſelfe againſt thine owne gootl fortune, 


That points thee out, and ſcemes theetoin) porcune. 
| | Dooſt 


\ 


The complaint 
Dooſt thou not ſec how that thy King thy Toue, 
Lightens toorth glory onthy darke eſtate: 

And ſhowres downegolde and treaſure from aboue, 
Whulſt thou dooſt ſhutte thy lappe againſt thy fate: 
Fye fondling fye,thou wilt repenttoo late 

The errorof thy youth ; that canſt not ſee 

What is the fortune that dooth followe thee. 


Thou muſt notthinke thy flowre can alwayes floriſh, 
And that thy beautie will beſtulladmured : 

But that thoſe raycs which all theſe lames doe nouriſh, 
Canceld with Time,will hauetheirdate expyred, 
And men will ſcorne what now is ſo defired: 


Our frailyes doome is written inthe flowers, 
Which floriſh now and fade ere many howers. 


Reade in my facethe ruines of my youth, 
The wracke of yeeres ; wa my aged brow : 
I haue beene faire,I muſt confeſle the trueth, - 
And ſtoode yppo6n as nice reſpeRts as thow 
I loſt my time, and I repent tnow ; 
But were Ito beginne my youth againe, 
I would redeeme the time ſpent in yayne. 
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of Rolamond. 


But thou haſt yeer&s and priwmledgeto.vſethem,. 
Thy priuiledge doth beare beauties great ſeale; 
Beſides,the law of nature doth excuſe them, | 
To whom thy youth may haue aut a 2, 3 
Eſteeme not fame morethenthoudoo thy weale, 41211 
* Fame,wherofthe world ſeemes to make ſuch choyce: 

Is butan Eccho, and an idle yoyce. 


Then why ſhould thys reſpeQtofhonor bound ys, 

In th* imaginary liſts of reputation?! : 

Titles which cold ſeueritic hath found ys, 

Breath ofthe vulgar, foeto recreation: - - 

Melancholies opinion, cuſtomsrelation;-+ '! +11 | 
Pleaſures plague, beauties ſcourge, hell to the fayre, 
To leaue bo {weetefor Caſtles inthe ayre. 


Pleaſure 1s felt, opinion but conceau'd, | 

Honor, a thing without vs, not our owne: 

Whereof we ſec how many are bereau'd, + 

Which ſhould haue rep'd theglory they had ſowne, 

And many haue it, our 0 knowne, | 
So breathes his blaſts this many-headed beaſt, '; 1-1 41 
Whereofthe wiſeſt haue eſteemed leaſt. 5 

K. e 


The-complaine- 
The ſubtil ottienbetterlearned;'- 7 1) 00011 14 
 - Efteemetheinc aſt-ynoug kthatbeft Gemeſosy' 1h 
! Who though they ſport iethll notbe diſcerned, | | | 
Their face bewraiesnotwhat their bodies doe ; | 
Tis warte walking thatdothſafheſt goe. 

With ſhew of verrue,asthe cunning knowes, 

Babes are beguild with fweetes, and men with ſhowes, 


| Thenvſethytallent;yourhſhallberhy warrant, If: | 
| Andlctnothonor fromthyſpons detract: | 
Thou muſt not fondlythinke thy ſelte tranſparent, X 
That thoſe who ſee thy face can tudge the fact ; 
Let her haue ſhamethat camotdaſelyad. + «161 
[ And 'featiethe chaft, which isthe cheefeſt arte,  ' 


For what weſ eeme cach ſees,none knowes our harte. 


| The mightiewho canwithſuch ſinnes diſpence,/ 7/111 
| Inſteed of ſhamedothonorsgreat beſtow: 190 
A worthic author doth redeemeth'offence, - 
And makes the ſcarelet ſinneas white as ſnow. 
The Maieſtie thardoth deſcend fo low, 

Is not defilde, but pure remaines therein : 

Andbeing ſacred, fanctifies the ſun. 
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of Roſamond, | | 


What, dooſt thoy-ſtand otithys,that he is olde, | (1 1 + 


Thy beauty hath the more to worke yppon: 

Thy plealures want ſhal be ſupply'd wuh gold, 

Cold age dotes moſt when the —_ 

Enticing words prevaile with ſucha one, 

 Alluringſhewesmoſtdeepe impreſxion ſtrikes, 
For age is prone to credite what it likes, 


Heere interuptſhe leaues mein a doubt, 

When loc began'the combatin my blood: 

Secipg my youth inuirond round about, 

The ground vncertaine where my reaſons ſtood ; 

ny 42 defence to make my party good, - | 
Agauiſt ſuch powess which were o ſurely layde, 
To ouerthrow a poore ynskilful mayde. | 


Treaſon was in my bones myſelfe conſpyrine, ! 
To fell my ſelfeto luſt my ole to ms TW 
Pure-bluſhing ſhame was in retiring, 

Leauing the facred hold itglory'd in. 

Honor lay proſtrate for my fleſhto win,.... 


When cleanerthoughts my weakenes can ypbray 
ah 


Againſtmy ſelic,and ſhame did force me lay. 


K.2. 


e of yourhis gone: þ 


The complaint 
Ah Roſamond, what doth thy fleſh prepare, 
Deſtruction to thy dayes, death to thy fame : 


|  Wiktthoubetray that honor held with care, 


T' intombe with blacke reproch a ſpotted name, 

Leauing thy bluſh the collours of thy ſhame. 
Opening thy feete to finne, thy ſoulets luſt, 
Graceleſle to lay thy gloric inthe duſt. 


Nay firſt letth'carth gape wide to ſwallow thee, 
And ſhut thee yp in boſome with her dead : 
Ere Serpent tempt thee taſte forbidden tree, 
Or feele the warmth of an ynlawfull bed : 
Suftring thy ſelfe by luſt to be miſled; 
Soto diſgrace thy ſelfe and griene thine heires, 


That Cliffords race ſhould ſcorne thee one of theyrs. 


Neuer wiſh longer to inioy the ayre, 

Thea that houbreab'i the breath of chaſtitie* 

Longer then thou preſeru'ſt thy ſoule as faird 

As is thy face, free from impuritie : 

Thy face that makesth'admired in euery eye: 
Where natures care ſuch rarines inroule, 


Whichvs'd amiſſe, may ſeruc todamnethy ſoule. 


But 
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of Rofamond. 


But what? he is mxy Kingand may conſtraine me; 
Whether ycelde or not I live defamed : 
The world will thinke authority did gaine me, 
Iſhal be indg'd hys loue,and fo be ſhamed : 
We ſeethe fayre condemn'd,that neuer gamed, 
And fl yeeld, tis honorable ſhame, 
Ifnot, I live difgrac'd, yetthought the ſame. 


What way is left thee then vahappy mayde, 
Whereby thy ſpotleſle foote may wander out 
Thys dreadfull danger, which thou ſeeſt is layd, 
V Vherein thy ſhame doth compaſle thee about? 
Thy ſimple yeeres cannot reſolue this doubt. 
Thy youth can neyer yo thy foote ſo cuen, 
But in deſpight ſome ſcandall will be giuen. 


Thus ſtood I ballanc'd equallie precize, 
Till my fraile fleſh did weigh me downeto ſinne: 
Till vvorld and plealure made me partialize, 
Andglittering pompe my vanitie did winne ; 
When to excuſe my fault my luſts beginne, 

And impious & 

That though I finn'd, ty ſfinne had honeſt caule. 
K. 3. 


alledg'd this wanton clauſe, 


30 


The complaint 


So well the golden balles caſt downe before me, 
Could entertaine my courſe,hinder wy way : 
Whereat my rechleſle youth ſtooping to ſtore me, 
Loſt me the gole, the glory, and the day, 
Pleaſure had! let my wel-s koold choughts to play, 
Aud bade me vle the vertue of nune eyes, 
For ſweetly it firs the fayre to wantonule, 


Thus wrought to finme,ſoone was I traind from Court, 
Toa folitatie Grangethere toatrend : 
The time the King ſhould thether make reſorr, 
Where he loues long defired-work ſhould end. 
Thether he daily meſſages doth ſend, 
 Withcoſtly tewels orators of loug;: | 
Which (ah too well men know) doe women moue. 


The day before the night of my defeature, 
He greets me with a Casket richly wrought * 

| So rare, that arce did ſeeme to ftriue with nature, | 
T” expreſle the cunning work-mans _ thought ; | 


The miſtery whereof I prying 
Andfound engrauen on the hdde == ik 
Amymone how ſhe with Neptune ſtroue, 


Amymone 


of:Roſamond, 
Amymone old Danaus fayreſt daughter, hated; ms 


As ſhe was tetching water allalone 
At Lerna: whereas Neptune came and caught her, 
From whom ſhe ſtrin'dandſtrugled to be gone, 
Beating the ayre with cryes and pittious mone. 

But all in yaine, with him ſh'ts forc'd togoe: 

Tis ſhame thatmen ſhould yſe poore maydens lo. 


There might I ſee deſcribed how ſhe lay, 
Artthoſle proude feete, not ſatisfied with prayer: 
Wailing her heauic hap, curſing the day, 


In a&tfo pittiousto expreſle diſpairc ; ET FO $ 
And by how much more greeu'd;ſo much more fayrej) ,, /! 


Her teares ypon her checkes poore caretullgerle, 7 
Didſeeme againſt the ſunne criftalland perle. 


VVhoſe pure cleere ſtreames, which loe fo faire appeares, * 


V'Vrought hotter flames,O emyracle of lone, 
Thar kindles fire in water, heate 1n teares, 
And makes neglect ed beautie-mightier proue: 
Teaching attlicted aftedts to maue, - - 
To ſhew that nothing il becomes the tayre, 
But crucltic, that yeeldes'vnto no prayer. 


Thys 
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' This hauing viewd and therewith ſomething moued, 

| Figured I found within the other ſquares: 

' Transformed Io, Toues deerely loued, 

| Inherafflidtion how ſhe ſtrangely fares, 

Strangelie diſtreſs'd, (O beautie borneta cares) 
Turn'd to a Heiffer, kept yvith icalous eyes, 
Alwaies in danger of her hatefull ſpyes. 


| Thelepreſidents preſentedto my vievy, 
| Whereinthe prelage of my-fall was ſhowne : 
Might haue fore-yvarn'd me well what would enſue, 


But fate is not prevented though fore-knowne. 
For that muſt hap decreed by heauenly powers, | 
V Vho worke our fall, yet make the fault ſtill ours. 


V'Vitnes the world, wherein isnothing rifer, 

Then miſeries vnkend before they come : 

V'Vho can the characters of chaunce diſcipher, 

VVritten in clowdes of our concealed dome ? 

V7hich though perhaps haue beene reueald to ſome, 
Yet that ſo dou as ſucceſſe did proue them, 


That men muſt know they haue the heauens aboue th 


And others harmes haue made me ſhunne mine owne ; 


- 
Co 
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I awethe ſinne wherein my footewas entring, 

I awe how that diſhonour didattend it, ' 

I awe the ſhame whereon my fleſh was ventring, 

Yet had I had notthe powreforto defende t ; 

So weake is ſence whenerror hath condemn'd: 
We ſee what's good,and thereto we conſent vs; 
But yet we chooſe the worlt, and ſoone repent vs. 


And now I come to tell the worſt of 11nes, 
Now drawes the date of mine affliction neere : 
Now when the darke had wrapt vp all in ſtilnes, 
Anddreadfull blacke,had diſpoſle(s'd the cleeret 
Com'd was the night,mother of ſleepe and feare, 
Who wath her ſable mantle friendly couers, 
The ſweet-ſtolne ſports,of ioyfullmecting Louers, 


When loe[1 ioyde my Louer not my Loue, 
And teltthe hand of luſt moſt vndeſired: 
Enforc'd th'vnprooucd bitter ſweete to proue, 
Which yeeldes no mutuall pleaſure when tis hired, 
L oue' s not conſtrain'd,nor yetof due required, 
Iudgethey who are vnfortunately wed, 
What tis to co come yntoaloathed bed. 
L 


The complaint 
But ſoone his ago receiu'd his ſhort contenting, 
And ſleepe eald yp his languiſhing deſires: 
V'Vhen heturnes to his reſt, I to repenting, 
Into my ſelte my waking thought retires: 
My nakednes had prou'd my fences hers. 
Now opned were mine eyes to looke therein, 
For fr{t we taſte the fruite, then ſee our ſin. 


Now didI find my ſelfeynparadis'd, 

From thoſe pure fieldes of my fo cleane beginning : 

Now I perceiu'd how ill I was aduis'd, 

My fleſh gan loathe the new-felt touch of finning;: 

Shame leaues vs by degrees, not at firſt winning, 
For nature checks a new offence with lothing : 
But vſe of finne doth make it ſeeme as nothing. 


And vſe of finnedid worke in me a boldnes, 

And loue in him, incorporates ſuch zeale : 

That icalofie increas'd with ages coldnes, 

Fearing to looſe the ioy of all his weale. 

Or doubting time his ſtealth might els reueale, 
H'is driuen to deuiſe ſome ſubtile way, 

How he might ſafcleſt keepe ſo richa pray. 
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A ſtately Pallace he foorthwith did buyldey 

Whole intricate innumerable wayes, 

With ſuch confuſed errors ſo beguil'd 

Th'vnguided entrers with yncertaine ftrayes, 

And doubtfull turnings kept them indelayes, 
With bootleſle labor leadingthem about, 
Ableto findeno way, Nor in, nor out. 


Within the cloſed boſome of which frame, 
That ſeru'd a Center to that goodly round: 
Were lodgings, with a garden to the ſame, 
With ſweeteſt flowers that eu'r adorn'd the ground. 
Andallthe pleaſures thatdelight hath found, 
T'entertaine the ſence of wanton eyes, 
Fuell of loue, from whence luſts flames arile. 


HeerelI inclos'd fromall the world a ſunder, 

The Minotaure of ſhame ke tfor di ce: 

The monſter of fortune, and the worlds+;onder, 

Liu'd cloyſtred in fo defolatea caſe: 

None but the King might come intothe place. | 
With certaine maides that did atten my neede, 

And he hiraſelfe came guided by a threed. 

| x L. t 
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O lealouſie, daughter of enuy*and loue 

Moſt wayward uſlue ofa gentle Syer ; 

} Foſtred with feares,thy Fathers 1oyest'improue, 

Myrth-marri Monſter,borne a ſubtile lyer ; 

Hatefull ynto thy ſelfe,flying thine owne deſier : 
Feeding vpon ſuſpectthat dooth renue thee, 
Ha ppic were Louers if they neuer knewe thee. 


Thou haſt a thouſand gates thou entereſt by, 
Condudting trembling paſsions to our hart: 
Hundred eyed Argos,cuer waking S Pye, 
Pale hagge,infernal! fury,pleaſures ſmart, 
Enuious Obſeruer,prying in cuery part ; 
Suſpicious, fearefull,gazing ſtill about thee, - 
O would to God that loue could be without thee. 


Thou didſt depriue (through falſe ſuggeſting feare) 

Him of content,and me of libertie: 

The onely good that women holde ſo deare, 

And turaſt my freedome to captiuitie, 

Firſt made a Priſoner,ere an enemy: 
Enioynd the raunſome of my bodies ſhame, 

Which though I paide could not redeeme the go? | 

w 
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What greater torment euer could haue beene, 

Then to inforce the fayre to liue retired? 

For what is Beauticifit be not ſeene, 

Or whatis't to be ſcene vnleſſe admired > 

And though admyred,yvnleſle in loue defired ? 
Neuer were cheekes of Raſes,locks of Amber, 
Ordayn'dto liue impriſond in a Chamber. 


Nature created Beautic for the view, 

Like as thefire for heate,the Sunnefor light: 

The Faire doc holde this priuiledge as due, 

By auncient Charter,to liue moſtic in ſight, 

And ſhethatis debarr'd it,hath not right. 
In vaine our friends in this vie their dehorting, 
For Beautic will be where is moſt reſorting, 


Vitneſt the fayreſt ſtreetes that Thames doth viſit, 

The wonrdous concourſe of the glittering Faire: 

For what rare women deckt with Beautie is it, 

That thither couets not to make repaire. 

The — Country may not wi 
Heere is the center of all beauties beſt, 


Excepting Delia,left toadornethe Welt. | 
_T Heere 
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Heere doth the curious with iudiciall eyes, 
Contemplate beauty gloriouſly attired: 
And heerein all our cheefelt glory lyes, 
To liue where we are prais'd and moſt deſired. 
O how we1oyto ſee our ſelues admired, 
Whilſt niggardly our fauours we diſcouer, 
VVeloueto be belou'd, yet ſcorne the Louer. 


Yet would to God my foote had never moued 
From Countrey fafety, trom the fields of reſt : 
To know the dangerto be highly loued, 
And lyue in pompe to braue among the beſt 
Happy forme, better had I beene bleſt ; 

IfT valuckely had ncuer ſtrayde: 


Butliu'd at home a happy Country mayde. 


Whoſe ynafftefted innocencie thinks 
No guilefull fraude, as doth the Courtly lwer: 
Sh's deckt with trueth, the River where ſhe drinks 
Doth ſerue her for herglaſſe, her counſel| ger : 
She loues ſincerely, andisloued ever. 

Her dayes are peace, and ſo ſhe ends her breath, 
True lite that knowes not what's to dic till death. 
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So ſhould Iheuer haue beene regiſtred, 

In the blacke booke ofthe vafortunate : 

Nor had my name enrold with Maydes miſled, 

Which bought theyr pleaſures at ſo hie a rate. 

Nor had I taughtthrough my vnhappy fate, 
This leſſon which my ſelfe learnt with expence, 
How moſt ithurtsthat moſt delights theſence. 


; Shame followes ſinne, diſgrace is duly giuen, 
Impictie will out, neuer ſo cloſely doone : 
No walles can hide vs from the eyes ofheauen, 
For ſhame muſt end what wickedneſle begun: 

Forth breakes reproch when we leaſt thinke thereon, 
| And thys is euer propperynto Courts: 
That nothing can be doone but Fame reports, 


Fame doth explore what lyes moſt ſecrete hidden, 
Entring the cloſet ofthe Pallace dweller : 
Abroade reucaling what is moſt forbidden, 
Oftrueth and falſhood both an equall teller: 
T'is not aguarde can ſerue forto expell her, 
The Prord of1uſtice cannot cutte her w_ 
Nor ſtop her mouth from vtt'ring ſecrete thi 


The complaine 
And this our ſtcalth ſhe could not long conceate, 


From her whom ſuch a forfeit moſt concerned: 
The wronged Qneene,who could fo cloſely deale: 
That ſhe the whole ofall our practiſe learned, , 
And watcht atime when leaſt it was diſcern 
In abſence of the King,to wreake her wrong, 
With ſuch reuenge as ſhe defired long. 


The Laberinth ſhe entred by thatthreed 
That ſeru'd a conduct to my abſent Lord: 
Leftthere by chaunce,reſeru'd for ſuch a deede, 
Where ſhe ſurpriz'd me whom ſhe fo abhord. 
Enrag'd with madnes,ſcarce ſhe ſpeakes a word, 
But flyes with eger fury to my face, 
Offring me molt ynwomanly diſgrace. 


Looke how a Typrefle that hath loſt her whelpe, 
Runs fearcely raging through the woods aſtray: 
And ſeeing her {elfe depriu'd of hope orhelpe, 
Furiouſly aſſaults whar' s in her way, 
To caisfi her wrath, not for a pray: 

So fell ſhe on me in outragzous wile, 


As could Diſdaine and Iealouſic dewle. 


And 
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And after all hervile reproches vſed, +. ono; buſh 

She forc'd me take the poyſonſhe had brought: + | 1 / 

To endthe lyfe that had her fo abuſed, 

And free her feares, and caſe her icalous thought. 

Nocrueltic her wrath would leauc ynwrought, 

No ſpighttfull at chat to reuenge is common? 
For no beaſt fearcer then a icalous woman. 


. Thoſe handes that beauties miniſters had bin, 
Mult now gyue death, that me adomn'd of late: 
That mouththat newly gaue conſcattofin, 
Muſt now recetue deſtructionin there-at. 
That body which my luſts did violate, 

Muſt ſacrifice it ſelfet'appeaſe the wrong, 

So ſhortis pleaſure, glory laſts not long, 


The poyſon ſoone diſperc'dthrough all my vaines, 
Had diſpoſleſs'd my living ſencesquite; _ . 
When naught reſpeRing, death the laſt of paines, 
Plac'd his pale collours, the'nſigne of his might, 
V pon hys new-got ſpoyle before his right ; 
Thence chac'd my ſoule, ſetting my day ere-noone, 
_ -© Whenlleaft thought my ioyes could end fo ſoohe: | . 
M. An 
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{ And asconuaid r'vntimely funerals, © 10 
My ſcarce coldecorſe not luffred longer ſtay: 
” Behold the King (by chance) returning, talls 
T” incounter with the fame vponthe way, 
* Asherepairdtoſfec his deereſtioy. 
Not thinking fuch a meeting could haue beene, 
To ſee his loue, and ſeeing beene ynſcene. 


| Iudgethoſe whom chaunce depriues of feeteſt treaſure, 
What tis to loſe a thing we hold1o deare: 

The beſt ay our ſoule takes pleaſure, 

The ſweet of life,that penetrates ſo neare. 

| What paſſions feeles,that hartinforc'd to beare 

The deepe impreſsion of fo ſtrange a ſight? 

Tongue,pen,norart, canneuer ſhew a right. 


Amaz'd he ſtandes, nor voyce nor body ſteares, 

Words had no paſſage, tearesno iffue found: 

For ſorrow ſhut yp words, wrath kept inteares, 

Confiis'd affedts each other doe confounde : 

Oppreſs'd with griefe his paſsions had no bounde: 
Striving to tell his woes, wordes would not come ; 
For light cares ſpeake,when mighnee griefesate dombe. 

| At 
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Atlength extremitie breakes out away) 174 
Through which th'impriſoned voice with teares attended, 
Wayles out a ſound that ſorrowes doe bewray 3 |. | 
With armes a crofle and eyesto heauen ben & 
Vauporing out ſighes thatto the skyes aſcended. 

Sighes, the poore caſe calamitie affords, - 

Which ſcrue for ſpeech when ſorrow wanteth words, 


O heauens (quoth he) why doe myne eyes behold, 
—_ hatefull rayes of this vahappy ſonne? 
haue lh bohe ro fee my ſinnes controld, 
_ blood K: mine owne ſhame thus vildly donne? /- 
How can my ſightiendureto looke thereon? 
Why Joth not blacke eternall darknes hide, 
That from mynecyes my hart cannotabide? 


What ſaw my life, wherein my ſoule mightioy? | 
What had my dayes, whom ye wig ailted: 
But onely this, to counterpoize annoy, _. od Of 
Thus ioy,this hope,whichdeath hath teerdiceds,. 
This ſweete, whoſe luſſehathalld:ſtrefle aiced 110 bcA | 
This thatdid ſeaſon allmy fowre of life, ennol | 
Vext ſtiſlathome with broyles, abroade iri ſtrife, *4 
M.2. Vext Ft 
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Vextſtyll at home with broyles, abrode 1n ſtrife, 
Diſſeanion in my blood, tarresin my bed : 


| Diſtruſt at boord, ſuſpedtingſtill my life, 
! Spending thenightin horror; dayesindred ; 


Such life hach tyrants, and thys lyfe I led. 


Theſe myſeries goe mask'dinglittering ſhowes, 


.V Vhichwiſemen ſee, the vulgar little Lniwves: 


Thus as theſe pafsions doe him ouer-whelme, 
Hedrawes him neere my bodie to behold it: 


| And asthe Vinemaried vato the Elme-! i: +1; 


With ſtrict iabraces, ſodoth he infold it;;' 

And as he in hys carefull armes doth hold it, 
Viewing the face that euen death commends, 
On ſcnceleſle lips, millions of kyſles ſpends. 


Pittifull mouth (quoth he) that huing gaueſt 
The ſweeteſt comfort that my ſoule could wiſh: 
O be it lawfull now, that dead thou haueſt, 

Thys ſorrowing farewelliofa dying kiſle. - 


 Andyou fayre eyes, containers of my blifle, 


Motiues of loue, borneto bematched never: 
Entomb'd in your ſweet circles fleepetor cuer. 
2:0; 


«I, 


*_ wy %, wad 4 


of Roſamond. 
Ah how methinks I ſee death dallying ſeekes, 


Toenterraine it ſelfe in loues {weet place: 
Decayed Roſes ofdiſcoloured cheekes, 

Doe yet retaine deere notes of tormer grace: 
And ougly death fits faire within her face ; 


Sweet remnants reſting of yermilion red, 


That death it ſelfe, doubts whether ſhe be dead. 


VVonder of beautie, oh recciue theſe plaints, 
The obſequies,the laſt that I ſhall make thee: 
For loe my ſoule that now already faints, 
(That lou'd thee lyuing,dead will not forfake thee,) 
Haſtens her ſpeedy courſe to ouer-take thee. 

Ile meete my death,and free my ſelfe thereby, 


For ah what can he doe that cannot die? 


Yetere Idie, thus much myſouledothyow, - 

Reuenge ſhall {weeten death with caſe of minde:; 

And1I will cauſe poſterity ſhall know, 

How faire thou wert aboue all women kind, 

And after ages monuments ſhall find, -:! |; OY 
Shewing thy beauries title notthy name, 
Role of the world that ſweetned fo the ſame. 

M. 3. 
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This faid, though more deſirous yet to lay, 

+ {For ſorrow is ynwilling to giue ouer) 

* Hedothrepreſſe what rick would els bewray, 

© Leaſt that too much his paſsions might diſcouer : 

" Andyct reſpect ſcarce bridles ſuch a Louer. 

So farre transported that he knowes not whether, 
For loue and Maieſtic dwell ill together. 


* Then were my funeralsnot long deferred, 

* "Butdoone withallthe rites pompe could deuilc : 
At Godftow, where my body was interred, 

” Andrichlytomb'din ir wile. 

* Where yet as now ſcarce any notedeſcries 

Vnto theſe times, the memory of me, 


Marble and Brafle (o lictle laſting be. 


2rthoſe walles vvhich the credulous deuour, 

 Andapt-belecuing ignorant did found: 

f With willing zeale that never call'd in doubt, 

{ Thattime theyrworks ſhould cuer fo confound, 

if Lyelike confused heapes as vnder-ground. 

| And whattheir ignorance eſteem'd ſo holy, 
The wiſer ages doe account as folly. 
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And were it not thy fauourable lynes, 

Reedified the wracke of my decayes: 

And thatthy accents willingly inkes 

Some farther date, and giue me longer daies, 

Feyvein this age had knowne my beauties praiſe, 
But thus renewd by fame, redeemes ſometime, 
Till other ages ſhall negleR thy ime. 


Then when confuſion in her courſe ſhall bring, - 
Sad defolation on the times to come: 
VVhen myrth-leſſe Thames ſhall haue no Swan to f1 
All Muſique filent,and the Muſes dombe. | 
And yet euen then it muſt be known to ſome, 
That once they floriſht, though not cheriſht fo, 
And Thames had Swannes as well as euer Po. 


But heere an end, I may no longer ſtay thee, 
I muſt returne t'attend at Stigian flood : 
Yet ere I goe, thys one word morel pray thee, 
Tell Delia now her ſigh may doe me good, 
And will her note the frailtie of our blood. 
And ifT paſſe vato thoſe nappy banks, 
>) 


Then ſhe muſt hauc her praiſe,thy pen her thanks. Ai 
| _ | 
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